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The Lover’s Luck. The S#rprizal: 
Hyro Briars, Brakes, andnafty Ditches, . ” Th’ narrowest Waik of a clofe Grove, 

Pvc torn and {poi d my Coat and Breeches : Whom fhou'd | chance to meet but Love ? 
Broken my Shins, my Nofe, ane Elbows, I feiz’d the Elf, and faid----* Ae laft : 
The Reafon, no M. an uety well knows , © Tue caught thee, and I'll bold thee faft. 

For I was put upon this journey © Now by thy Mother's Doves and Sparrows, 
By a damit d wheedling Wellh Attorney : © PB rob shee of thy Bow and Arrows - 
Who under ftood my itch to Marry, “PU Chain thee up and Chip thy Wings 
Therefore ref aby” : I (howd mifearry, * Or Strangle thee sn thy own Strings, 
With bis Credentials did cone me, “ If thou refuse me to relate 
( And vow d le highly did befriend me) * The Grounds of my Olinda’s Hate: | 
To fuch a hori ii uncouth Creature, Then thus the Boy reply’de--* Fond Swain, 
ds can’t be Paraile!'d in Nature. “Vex not your felf and me in vain : 
* Your Love as Noble is dnd brave © 
Her Eyes an’t fellows to cach other, * As e’er this Bowand Quiver gave ; 
The one is bleer’d, She fquints with t Porber : * But that Olinda fights your Flame, - ae 


a Nofe ts crooked like a Siccle, 
ddorn’d with Green and Yellow Pick’, 
Which, like ber Pulfe, beats in and out 
The Port- holes of ber {niv’ling Snout. 
Her Mouth’s at leaft fix inches wide, 
And — drawn to th nether fide : 
As if She meant to tell that Ear 
Some News, the otber muft not bear. 
The Hairs “por ber dimpled Chin 
Are very long, but very thn, 
| Bedewd all o’er with Pearly drops, 
Which flowly ar: vel'd from ber Chops. 
ler Fragrant Ureath, in my Opinion, 
Scents more ofGar lick than of Onion ; 
Befides the E/lence of ber Toes, 
So fmeet an Odoxr does difciofe, 
As join'd, make fucbac ompofi tion, 
Wou'd Poyfon een a ftanch Phyfictan + 
And who does eer ap apr her Celler, 
| May long before they fee ber, fmell ber. 
| One Shoulder bigh as Head does reach, 
The other’s funk below her Breech, 
Her Brealt is, like a Pent-houfe, plac’d, 
She’s Blind to "all beneath her Watte : 
But yet I'd have you underftand, 
She bas ber Feeling at commana, 
And ts, no doubt, well fatisfy’a 
She 1s for Wedlock qualify'd. 


Thus have you bad a fair Defcriptson, 
Come Dutchman, Jew, Tork, or Egyptian, 
My intereft Pil to eitl ner yield, 
ding wery fi ic quit th. @ Fit ld: 
Ub be ave ber to her felf in chufing, 
| She’s nee the wo fe for my ve fi ing + 
For tho’ She’s cald the Lady Nanny, 
fore Gad Pa ratber Marry Grauny. 
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* Nor Thou, nor !, nor She’ s to blame, 
* Weigh Circumstances, and you'll find 
* She’s of Neceflity Unkind ; 

* She’s Mortal, therefore neve? can 

‘ Commiferate a Suff’ring Swain; - 

* For fuch vefin'd Perfecfions foine > 
* In ber, that cou’d She but incline . 
© To Pity Men, She were Divine ! 
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On One Smother’d in Som, 
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Ishin a fleece of (lent Waters drown'd, 

Before | met my Death,my Grave] found : 
That which exil’d my Lite from ber fwect bome, 
For Grief ftrait froze it felf into a Tomb. 
One Element alone my Fate thought mect 
To be myDeath, Tomb,Graveyand Winding eet. 
Pheebus bimfelf my Epitaph had orice , 
Tet, blotting many ’eve be found one fit, 
He wrote until my Grave aed Tomb were gone, 
And twas an Epitaph that | bad none : 
For ev'ry Pafjenger that went that way, 
Without a Sculpturevead, that There | lay. 
Here now the fecond time \ntomb'd | lie, 
And thus much have the be/t of Deftiny, 
Corruption (from which only ONE was free) 
Devour’d my Grave, but did not feed on me, 
My firft Grave took me from the race of Men, 
My \akt foall give me back to Lite again. 
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A Defiance to Love. 








I. 
Weman ! O Curfethat there is fuch a Name ! 
That Man muft Adore fuch a Creature | 
For tho’ they a bundred foft Beantics do clasm, 
ii Alurmours wil ballance cach Beature,— 
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Mujt Mani their concerted [njunttions obey ° 
Their flatt’rmg Geftures admire ? 
And always for Beauty be pining away, 
And roafting bimfelf at Love’s Fire ° 
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A pox on Intrigues of 40; fooli(h 1a nature » 
Henceforth VE (how Pity. to yo Man, 
That fertles bis Love on fo fi be a Creature 

As Fooufn, Fantaftsal Woman. 


Begone, Little Viniaphier and put up thy Dart, 
And make no more Plunders on Beauty : 

For sf you once more take aim at my Heart, 
1° whip thee, and teach thee thy Duty. 


Nay, dare me not, Cuid, but quickly begone, 
Or elfe it {hall be to thy Sorrow : 

Tell Venus fhe was too a{Jur’d of ber Son, 
To truft bim fo foon with an Arrow 





ante 


a Dutchman that Choak’d himfelf 
with Eating of 72(b. 


On 


ERE truly lies for all our jecring, 
The Quyinte/}¢ ence of pickl’'d Herring ; 
for Fith be low'd like any Otter, ? 
Nay, better when "twas out of Vater, 
And fwam a jevone time in Butter. i 
But (like thofe Sons that can’t forbear 
The Bottle, or the Charming Fair) 
Beneath bis Fate the Glutton fell, 
And Dy'd with what be Low'd too well. 
In thts Condition here he lies, 
°T1l Dutchmen fhall to Heav'n rife , 
iy when that joyful time will be, 
Tne Legd above may tell for me. 





A Riddle. 


Neither Trot, nor Gallop, Walk, nor Pace, 
Nor at Newmarket ever run a Race ; 
Ti a Leeds, nor Dimple, ban’t mere Legs than]; 
ct but one Foot, and that’s one Reajon why ; 
} L carey double too, it 1s well known, 
Ealy and oft, as any Hack in Town, 
As hard as Oak, unjp urd, my fides appear, 
Soft ave my Ri Ls, which fome for Neckcicths wear : 
No o Lady’s Belly is fo plump and foft 
As mine, nor bas by Man been preft fo oft. 
By flight of hand, and trick wich \ won't tell ye, 
What gree was back, to day’s my Belly. 
A fonjtrous my fhape, and Symitry may fecm, 
det on my Body’s Sorn a King and Queen. 
Princes, Dukes, Lords the Chriftian, Turk and Few, 
Aneel down 1 tu me where firft their Breaths th vey Avew, 
tn vicheft Silks, and Veivets oft Pm clad, 
Embreid’ry too the beft that can be bad ; 


Foy all Mankind of Oj what foe’ er degree, 

Still Covet, Love, and Court my Company : 
Nor dur ft the greate(t Monarch, Gen'val, Fudge 
Divine, Phyf1 itian, or the Labouring g Dr udge, e ' 
Attempt to execute what the y defi fign, 

Till they Confult, and lay thet He ads with mine, 
~Appollo’s Oracles in Fame fo high 

Was ne'er Confulted balf fo much as I. 

Great Marlborough, with all his Brittith Hoft, 
Confulted me ’ere be the Danube croft ; 

So Tallard did ’ere be his Army loft, 

For tho’ both fides them felves to me apply, 

I both their Secretstkeep moft facredly. 
To find me out, my felf you muft not 
Then let the fecret be another's 7 ask, 





ask, 





The Anf{wer. 


HO you no Trotter, Pad, ner Racer ave 
Youhave four Legs, which ine Boay bears 
Your fingle Fost more Services bas done, 
Than all that I ceeds or Dimp! Cs loft an 4d wor « 
For whofv’ bas Eftate and yer wants Heirs 
Immediately for belp to you repas 
Claps but bis Foot to yours, begets « a So OM, 
But sf that fhp, by Fan we're ail undove, 
I know you carry double very weil, 
But who would fpur thofe fides hich 0 cannot fee! 
Or your Rib-neckcloths wear, but “gain; 
Your plump foft Belly’s often pref I know 
Each Chamber-maid your fight of band can do. 
Your fhape wow't fright, when areft in your be ft cloths, 
Since all Mankind in you feek their repoje. 
What Man of Sence, a weighty matter dur ft 
Attempt, tall be confult his Pillow firjt, 
Who's ‘dad can tell no tales, yet Lbave known, 
Your ruffl'd Cloths betray what fome darewt own 
If any, after all which 1 have faid, 
Frove Ignorant, we're finely brought to BED. 
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Advert 





LL Gentlemen, Ladies, &¢. who have any 0,fi- 

ginal Copies of Verles, Heroical, Humourous, Gal- 
lant, Satyrs, Odes, bpigrams > Riddles, Rece ipts, 
Songs, Prologues or Epilogues, 5c proper tO in fert 
1 this Paper 5 are defird to fend ‘em to G oddard” 5 
Coffee-Houfe in Nen-Street near Fetter-Lane, or to Be 
Bragg, the Publifker, atthe Xavea in Faltre Ni fler- Row, 
and they'll very much ob lige the Author, who will 
faithful ly Infert em, and care! fully Cor reat em. 


Lately Publith’d, 


. fq fe elanea Sacra, Vol. 2, of, a Curious Co} orion 
i of Poems on Divine and M toral Sub‘eéts, being, 


chichy Original, and written by the Famous Mr. Norrns 
Mr. Prior, Mr. Yalden ’ Mir. Baier, he late Lord Rye 
common, and feveral other Cetebrated Authourse 


Collected by Sam. Phillips Gent, late of St. Fakbns Co 
lege Oxon, Printed for, and Sold by “7 to'jun, ove 
againft Grays Jnn in Holbourn, and 6. J 
lifher. Price One shilling. 


a | 


ak k the TP ubd- 


ee 





eee ee) ewe 





Lo N DON ° 
57/4, 


Printed for, and Sold by B 


Bragg, atthe Ravew in Pai r-Nofler-Keows 
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